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If looks could kill, I'd be dead on the floor. 


XE% 
"Are you fuckin’ kidding me? Un-fuckin'-believable." | stood at the front door for my aunt's nice Hollywood 
house, holding a suitcase in one hand and a guitar case in the other. She was looking at me with disgust and 


disdain. | could see her eyes scanning my ripped jeans and tied up plaid shirt. 


"Watch your mouth, missy. And no, | won't be having a juvenile delinquent musician staying in my home. Now, 


why don't you just get right back on that bus and head home?" 


Easy for her to say. 


"Fuck you. You know as well as anyone that | don't have shit to go back to. | don't have shit for respect for 
you, either. Didn't even come to the funeral, and now you won't let me crash here until | can get back on my 


feet. Have a nice fuckin’ life, but don't expect to see me ever again" And | turned and walked away. 


"You need to get it together, young lady! One day you'll be begging on my doorstep again!" She called after me, 
but | ignored her. Fuck it all. Fuck her. 


You see, I'd fled to California to make nice with Aunt Lisa after my parents had been killed in a car accident. 
One more drunk redneck I'd like to get my hands on. I'd smash that fucker over the head with my bass until 
he was as dead as my mama and daddy. 


Aunt Lisa was a bitch. | knew that going into it, but | did think she might be a little more sympathetic towards 
her homeless and orphaned niece. Guess not. God, | fuckin’ hated her, too. Another bitch on my list, and my list 
was already pretty fuckin’ long. 


| turned out my pockets! had a little bit of money, but not nearly enough for a hotel room or an apartment, 
or even a bus ticket home. Just about enough for me to get fuckin’ wasted, and that was exactly what | 


planned to do. 


It was late, late enough for me to start drinking without questions. Late enough that | felt vaguely unsafe in 
the streets of West Hollywood, too. Not that | couldn't defend myself, but | was a young pretty girl in a 
notoriously sleazy neighborhood. The Sunset Strip was known for debauchery and wild men with libidos the size 
of Texas. 


| stashed my bags behind a dumpster and slammed into a bar called The Rainbow. | sat down, pulled out my 
mama's ID, and asked the bartender for the strongest drink she had. 


"You sure about that, honey?" The girl behind the bar was young, blonde, and busty. She had a southern 
accent to match mine. | wondered what her story was? | didn't know, but she looked like a groupie from a 


heavy metal music video. She probably was, considering that this was the heavy metal capital of the USA. 


"Yeah, I'm sure. Thanks." 


"Alrighty." 


While the girl made my drink, | surveyed the room. A group of guys in leather with long hair were taking up a 
big booth in the corner.The redhead (who | knew I'd seen before, probably on MTV) had a girl in his lap, and a 
tall blonde was throwing back shots as fast as he possibly could Another guy who looked kinda like a blonde 
poodle was making out with a girl up against the wall, and | saw who | recognized as Mötley Crue's blonde 


singer chatting up three girls across the room. 


Wow. TV didn't do the place justice. 


"Here, honey.” 

"Thanks." 

| sipped my drink, watching as the redhead and his girl made a beeline for the bathroom, and poodle boy and 
his girl exited out a side door. And then | noticed a guy with long golden brown hair watching me from the 
other end of the bar. 

Unlike some of the men in here, he didn't have girls all over him, and he wasn't dressed outrageously. He wore 
a white t-shirt with and worn out jeans with high-top sneakers. A pair of sunglasses was perched in his fluffy 
curls. 

He smiled, winked at me, and got up, leaving a few bills on the bar and slipping out the door. | hesitated for a 
moment-he could be a serial killer or a rapist, for all | knew-but curiosity got the better of me and | followed 
him out. 

| found him outside, smoking, sunglasses on. 

"Sunglasses at night, huh?" | said, smirking. If | could seduce him into taking me back to his place, | wouldn't 
have to rough it tonight. It wasn't a great solution, or a permanent solution, but it was something. So what if | 


ended up sleeping with him? He wasn't bad looking at all. In fact, he was exactly my type. 


"You followed me." He said, tilting his head to one side. "What if | told you | was gonna take you home, fuck you, 
and then kill you?" 


"'d go with it" 
He laughed, a smirk tugging at the corners of his mouth. 


| watched you come in. You looked pretty pissed." He sidled closer to me. "Turned me on" He whispered, breath 
strangely cool on my neck. "You could take it out on me, y'know." 


"Yeah?" 
"Yeah. My name's Jack, by the way. Still mad?" 
Fuckin’ furious." | muttered. "Ready to break someone's nose." 


He laughed again, tossing his head back. He looked crazy, for a moment. The light from the neon sign above us 
cast a red glow on him, and he looked like he was straight from hell. 


"| like you." He said. "What's your name?" 


"Lucy." 


"Alright, Lucy. After what | said earlier, | wouldn't be surprised if you broke my nose, but how'd you like to 


continue this..conversation.back at my place?" 


"Hmm. think I'd love to." 


